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Pour Some Sugar on Me 


Author's Notes: 
First draft. Not even proof read. 


| can\'t find the picture of Satchel licking whipped cream off of a girl\'s chest that first put this fic into my 
head, unfortunately. 


A long, low hiss escapes his parted lips from deep in the back of his throat the sound gradually dwindling out 
into a breathy sigh at the sudden prickling sensation of the warm viscous fluid pooling on his lean abdomen. 
The searing heat on his cool bare skin is a rather peculiar sensation, one that he finds to be neither enjoyable 
nor unpleasant, but nevertheless, the unusual warmth of the body paint coupled with the familiar touch of the 
older man's calloused hands on his upper body causes him to squirm in a restless manner. Of their own 
volition, his slender hips thrust sharply upwards beneath the older man who is straddling him, his eyelids 
lowered as he concentrates on meticulously spreading the melted chocolate across his torso in intricate dark 


spirals and swirls. 


"This is disgusting" he complains loudly and quietly curses when his hips give another involuntary twitch when, 
for a brief moment one of Satchel's hands teasingly moves lower towards his groin. "It's so unhygienic." 


Paying little mind to his disdain, the brunette states in a distant voice that is little more than a whisper, "God, 
| wish you knew how fuckin’ hot you look right now." When he looks up and meets the younger man's narrow 
eyed gaze his hazel eyes are dark and clouded with a wild desire that sends a sharp jolt coursing through the 
bassist. 


Staring into Satchel's eyes, the pupils dilated with lust, it takes him several seconds to find his voice. "You don't 
find this gross at all?" 


| doubt you have anything that | don't have so." Satchel trails off with a playful smirk acting on his lips and 
the younger man's sharp eyebrows furrow irately as he wonders why on earth he has allowed Satchel to talk 


him into trying such a thing. 


The liquid has cooled considerably and has already begun to harden and stick to his skin in some areas when 
Satchel finishes painting the elaborate patterns on the blonde's skin, and, dipping his index finger into the small 
plastic dish, he promptly tosses it aside and onto their hotel room floor in an infuriatingly careless manner and 
reaches out to run his hardened fingertips across the bassists smooth lips. Pausing briefly to inspect his 
handiwork, he leans down and lightly kisses him, tentatively at first -at least, as tentative as Satchel can be- 
and as their kiss deepens he runs his tongue slowly across the blonde man's lips to remove the coating of 
chocolate and deftly slips inside of his mouth. As annoyed and disgusted as he may be by all of this, Lexxi 
kisses him back keenly, rather liking the conflicting tastes of beer and chocolate on the other man's lips and 
tongue. 


He kisses him hungrily wanting nothing more than to pull his toned body against him and run his fingers 
through his silky chestnut hair, but the ties binding him to the headboard prohibit him from doing any such 
thing. The restraints are another of Satchel's ideas; he had claimed that it would add to the overall experience, 
but the bassist suspects that he gets off on dominating him. 


Sensing the bassist's newfound enthusiasm for their exploration, Satchel is quick to pull away and sits back 
smiling down at him in that endearing yet cocky manner of his that first caught Lexxi's attention several years 


prior; it is a smile that is Satchel all over. 


"Can you at least take these things off of me?" Lexxi's arms strain as he tugs on his restraints, two quite 
flamboyant glittery scarves, one flamingo pink and the other baby blue, and stares up at the guitarist, his lust 
again replaced with mild irritation. 


"And where's the fun in that?" He shakes his head and Lexxi purses his lips, an action that more often than 
not gets him his own way with the smaller man, however, this time he is unsuccessful. "l," he pauses to kiss 


his nose in an affectionate manner, "am going to have some fun with you." 


He grins broadly before he leans down again and, beginning at his lips he proceeds to plant delicate kisses along 


his jaw line and down his throat earning a soft sigh of contentment from the bassist, although despite the 
display of pleasure, his nervousness radiates from him. In an attempt to put him at ease he begins to suck at 
the narrow hollow between his shoulder and collarbone where the chocolate trail begins; it is also the spot 


where Satchel buries his face when they are together on the tour bus so as not to wake their band mates. 


Expertly the guitarist follows the slender trail, the tip of his tongue tracing each fine line from his left 
shoulder down to his smooth chest whilst the taller man, by now much less insecure about the whole thing, 
writhes feebly beneath him. He stops to lick at a large swirl that has been carefully drawn in the centre of 
the bassist's chest, precisely following the pattern that branches out in all directions in thin dark tendrils. 
Following a single vine-like line, he moves to one of his nipples taking it between his lips and begins to suck 


gently. 


Ordinarily, this is not something that the blonde would consider to be a turn on, in fact he does not much care 
for foreplay in the slightest, but there is something to Satchel's touch that causes him to gasp audibly, as 
much in surprise as in pleasure, and his hips arch up off the bed as his head rolls back into the pillow and he 
squeezes his cerulean eyes tightly closed. 


"Oh, fuc- Satchel" The brunette can not help but to growl around his nipple at the broken and ultimately 
helpless way in which he utters his name and he bites down on the thin skin with far more force than he had 
intended, but Lexxi does not object to the pain, rather he relishes it and his legs buck erratically beneath 


Satchel when he continues to move down further still. 


Lapping attentively at each lavishly drawn swirl his hands drop to the blonde man's slender waist in order to 
hold him still -he is sure to be bruised in the morning from the force Satchel is exerting upon him- whilst he 
pauses at his navel, tracing a circle around it with his tongue and he leans over and literally sucks out the 
chocolate that has pooled in the contours of his stomach. The blonde shudders violently at the sensation and 
his entire body twitches as a silent indication of where he really wants him to be, but he merely receives an 


amused laugh in response. 


"Patience, Lex," he tells him and Lexxi feels him smiling against his skin as he edges lower continuing to trace 


the patterns on his lower stomach as he slowly moves towards his hips. 


“Screw you." Satchel slides down and he bites down hard on his lip, hard enough to draw blood in an attempt to 


keep himself from groaning when the other man accidentally rubs against his erection 


"I thought | would be screwing you, but we'll see." He lightly nips at his hip bone causing the younger man to 
shout out loudly in a curiously enjoyable combination of both pain and pleasure. Lexxi holds his breath as he 
moves down lower, his blunt fingernails digging into the skin of his thighs. His brow is damp with sweat and 
strands of flaxen hair stick to the moist skin of his face and neck, his cheeks are flushed, and his eyes remain 


tightly closed whilst his jaw hangs slackly as he tries to somewhat control his breathing. 


"You know, | could just leave you right here. How about that?" He presses his lips to each of his inner thighs, 
his tongue grazing the bare skin as he works his way back up. 


"I swear, Satchel, if you even think-" He abruptly stops talking and his incensed words give way to a deep 
animalistic sound when Satchel lowers his head and flicks his tongue over his tip; it is not much, but it is 
certainly more than enough to drive the younger man into a frenzy. Running his tongue around his head, his 
hand takes hold of the base and he begins to lightly stroke him with lazy movements that cause the muscles 
in the bassist's legs to tighten and twitch and his breath to catch in his throat. 


"Satchel." He swallows and grasps the bed sheets in his fists as his whole body trembles with his need for the 
other man. "| don't-" Before he can say anything more, the brunette licks the underside of his length and takes 


him into his mouth, teasing him. 


"Satch, | just want." The guitarist has always greatly enjoyed this and is yet to grow tired, the idea of making 
the younger man wait, of hearing him beg is almost a greater high than the actual sex itself, and it is with 
great delight that he forces the words from him. 


"What is it you want, Lexxi?" he breathes. He has moved up again and one hand rests on his chest whilst the 


other continues to hold him, resuming the leisurely strokes. 


The blonde man inhales deeply, trying to calm the irregular beating of his heart. His entire body is slick with a 


filmy layer of sweat and looking down at the older man he tells him, "You. | just want you.” 


"And?" Satchel presses his lips to his chest removing some of the chocolate he has missed previously. His 
teeth graze the skin and Lexxi shudders. 


"Please" Not prone to swearing unnecessarily, it takes the guitarist by surprise when he snaps, “Fucking hell, 


Satchel. Please!" 


Mere moments after those strangled words have left his mouth Satchel is within him, one hand tangled in the 
blonde's hair as he supports himself, the other remains between them stroking the bassist in time with his 
rhythmic thrusts. His arms are yet to be freed, and Lexxi wraps his long legs around the older man's waist 


and moves his hips to match his pace. 


His back arches from the bed until his chest is pressed hard against Satchel's, the guitarists hand tugs at his 
hair but he pays little mind, he loves this feeling, of the older man on top of him, pressing against him, of his 


warm laboured breath on his neck. 


Quickening his pace, Satchel continues to rub the younger man. His dark eyes are partially closed, his lips 
parted, and his breathing quickens and becomes erratic as the bassist digs his heels into his lower back and 
tightens around him. He drops his head into the space between his shoulder and collarbone and when the 
familiar feeling rises up and courses over him he bites down on the thin flesh of his collarbone to keep from 


crying out. 


Satchel's lips take hold of the blonde's when he comes down from his release and moving to lie beside him, his 


fingertips trace the various marks that adorn his body; the scratches on his inner thighs and the bite marks 
on his chest and hips. As though remembering, he leans up and swiftly unties the younger man. Now free to 
move, Lexxi immediately slides down on the bed, and throwing one arm across the guitarists chest he curls 


tightly against him. 


Eyeing the stained duvet Lexxi tilts his head and looks up at the guitarist. "I think you're going to owe the maid 
a pretty big tip after this." 


Satchel scoffs loudly and kisses his damp forehead. "If you care so much, you tip her." He rubs the blonde's 
shoulder, smiling when he rests his head on his chest, and his dark eyes trace imaginary patterns on the 


ceiling while Lexxi mulls it over. 


He sits up suddenly, and, propping himself up with one elbow he leans over the brunette with a mischievous 
smile playing on his lips. His fair hair tickles his chest. “Alright, IIl tip her, but only if you help me wash all this 
chocolate out of my hair.” 


Laughing, the brunette leans up and kisses him once more, and as his arms encircle the slender man he pulls 


him down against his chest. "That," he tells him between kisses, "ls the best idea you've had all day." 


"Oh, and Satchel?" Lexxi breathes against his lips. "When are you going to tell Michael you used the last of his 
chocolate for this?" 


